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THE 


WOMAN of TASTE, 


I Sapho can believe her time well ſpent, 

In groves and fields, with larks and lambs in Kent; 
Ballads and bagpipes in a country hal! 
More ſweet than flutes and fiddles at a bal 1144 
Rob' d in her beſt at village chriſtnings ſeen, 
And loves an ague better than the ſpleenñ 
Clelia's kind letter then in vain perſuades 
Her Sapho from her fountains and her ſhades ;' {| / 
To leave her purling brook and filbert walk tn. 
With Peers to ſup, and Dutcheſſes to tallx/ 
More pleas'd with Almonds bought at Eaſter fairs, 
Than tea each morn, and citron after prayer; /. 
That ſovereign cordial which relieves us ſtill, 
When fainty at the chapel orquadrillezi»/ 1:52 +1 7 
W hen nature yielding, finds her _—_— decay, 
O'ercome with too much * r play 4% by * 
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: 


be Woman of Tafte. 


4 Fan ſpirits cannot for her ſoul 
The ſermon langer mind, or play the val. 
But if the lines I ſend have power to move 


The heart of her I pity and I love; 

And aw'd by friendſhip's, or by reaſon's power, 
For a gay park to quit a gloomy bower ; 

For beaux and Barons ſhe can leave her lawns, 
Her mother's poultry, and her father's fawns; 
Soon as ſhe opens this, ſhe will away, 

Deſert her ſprings to glitter at a play; 

Now plan a ſong, and new attempt an ode, 
And chuſe the newelt ſquatre for her abode. 
With her elixirs more, nor opiates ſeen, = 
But drops and bottles for the hip and ſpleen; 
Vertue now taught by wits to ridicule, 

To ſigh when merrieſt, and to faint by rule; 
Extremely grave, to church, when ſhe can get, 
Talking two bours of dreſſing and picket; 

A paſfion while ſhe prays for Ponto fee, 
And in one mament beth intrigue and kncel. 

The letter now ſuppoſes you in town, *C} 3&0 
Your heart quite alter d with. your ſays and gown", 
Changing your manners with your glove and ſhoe, 
And with your head deſs the whole vom ne: 
aA 1 Of 


The Woman. of Taſte. 

Of her old choughts and nations quite bereft. 
No atom of the rural Sapha left; ttz 4d b. 
Inſtead of moping woods and muliog dess, 442120 
Meadows and milk, her dairies and her cream; 
Muſic and maſquerades, ſilks flower d and plain, 12 5H 
Courts, Rings, and Birth - nights, fluttering in her brain 
Who now can feign a tranſport or a grief, 
And feels her genius lean to unbelie ;; 1p 
A maid or wite knows nicely to beha ve. 
To ſmile or pout, be witty or be grave: 
Her heart all joy in deepeſt mourning clad. 
Her viſage chearful hen her crape is fad. 

Dull with her husband, with her colonel Sn, -1.1\// 
Much loſt at cards, and little left to pay; Ig HT 

EKept up till morning with her trumps and voler,, 

When Betty rubs her eyes and brings the ccals 

Sleeping all day, ſive ne debt, 
And ſeldom riſing till the ſan is ſet: All nk 
The lamps juſt filld, and lighted dende ms * 
The beauteous breaking now of ahbe day; 100 1 
Who viewing from each orb the blase begun, 
Takes every luſtre for a city ſun; d 2 bid A 
The lights above leſs. pleaſing to hen ay, I I 
Than Fleet ſfrcet haa ven, r mee Nn von A 

up B | Wou'd 


6 The Woman of Taſte. 

Won'd you then pleaſe, where - e er you ſap or dine, 
And by the modern taſte your own refine; - 
Fetch from abroad your faſhions, caps, and creeds, 
And like no earthly thing that Britain breeds; 

Ne'er chuſe a ſcreen, and never touch a fan, 

Till it has aid from India or Japan; 

Which gently waving, leaves your cheek more fair, 
And breathes around a ſoft and ſweeter air ; 
Fragrant the blaſt, when you the leaves unfold, 
The cupids ſhining, and the ſticks of gold; 
Unfit to cool, or ſummer heats reſtrain, 
The figures Engliſh, or the paper plain ; 

Whoſe aukward form, till China's artiſts mend, 
The gale muſt hurt you, and the flirt offend : 
Tis done! tis finiſh'd now by nicer rules, 

How ſoft the breath, and, ah, how faſt it cools! 

The court you quite wou'd frighten and amaze, 
In Exgliſh faſhions, or with Engl:ſþ phraſe ; 

The Duke wou'd ſtare, the Prince's all believe, 

Your brains were touch'd, without a foreign ſleeve ; 

Your fancy. ridicule, and habit flout, 

And bid fir Clement take and turn you out: 

Till you had chang'd your manners, and your dreſs, 
Knew more of faſhions, and of Engliſþ leſs, 


Unqua- 


The Woman of Taſte, 7 
Unqualify'd with courtly dames to play, 
Or ſit, or talk — if you know half they ſay! 5 r 

Wovu'd you then grace the box, or ball adorn, ; _ 
Let none perceive you were in Britain born "(OY 87 FA : ; 

From Paris take your ſtep, from Rome your ſong 

And breathe Iꝛalian mufically wrong 
In which, by modern rules you ſhou'd excel, 7 
Eer your own tongue you can pronounce or ſpell ; 

Its figur d vowels dying, foft, ſerene, ON : 
That raviſh all, pleaſe much, and nothing mean f 75 
The bliſs much ſtronger than you ever felt, 

When in a Latian throat the numbers melt; 

No ſtrain too high or low, too harſh or flat, 

Your ſelf all rapture —- at you know not what ! 1 5 
Who with the merry and the fad comply, 
And die and ſmile; as others ſmile and die; _ © + 
And while the nauſie does ſuch bliſs diſpenſe, 

Bid fools deride it for its want of ſenſe; 5 

Diſpleas d with airs that ſweetly fall and flow, 

Our joy the greater ſtill the leſs we know; 

For the learn d friends of ſoftneſs, ſound and eaſe, | 

Charo's and Tamo's ſure muſt ever pleaſe. 

But, ah! beware, leſt lining to the ſong, 

Your tranſport, or your ſorrow, ſhou'd be wrong: 

& 1 I When 
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8 The Woman of Tafte. 
When you ſhow'd ſmile or ſob,'ſhou'd laugh or cry;. - 
The hint ſtill taking from a neighbour's eye: 

By a learrꝰd linguiſt if you fit but near, 
Guided to ſtart the bluſh, or drop the tear; 
Or elſe deluded by ſome ſyren's breath r·⸗-· 
You may miſtake a marriage for a death zj 
And ſeeing lovers rage, and warriors fight, ! 
In ſong on fair Cumilla's wedding nightz'o 7 + / 
Your boſom, for her fate; with Torrow big 
Think chat a dirge which really ialgig ts M 
Or you, which ſtill is worſe, may eall oncermore cl | 
Loud for a baudy ſcene, and cry ayoore yin)» 111 rior VV 
And mark'd, behind your fan'formadntfo rage, 
The jeſt and laughter of che pitandiſtage/: 114) 
Not knowing wien to wWeep, and when ibe glad, 
Gigling --- when all the ladies round Are ud. 
The joy of young and eld, eee DC 

Ne'er miſs the Oratorio for your life; t biff 
Singing the bait, enn br Dili 
By muſic drawn, that modern foe to ſenſe! 7s 
Where lofty airs, and humble wit, are found, 
The charge quite ſmall --- five duets for a pound 
As much each winter ſunk, to pleaſe your ear, 

As word your landlord pay, and ſempſtreſs clear. 
32 To 
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The Woman of Tuſte. _ 019 
To make her triumphs and his art the greater, 

Here Handell kills fair Hefter's foes ih metre; 
Flutes keep'due meaſure with the victim's pangs, 20 
Fauſtinn quad ring juſt as Haman hangs tory 
Now warbling baudry in a holier poſt, 
No chanting anthems to the Lord f Hoft. 
To make the ſervice to each maſter even, 
By Satan now employ'd, and now by heaven; 
And either to diſpleaſe exceeding loath, 
Receives two honeſt fees to ſerve. em both: 
The beauteous Hebrew penſive for a time, 
Marry'd by Humphreys to the king in rhime; 
Each pulpit ſcorn'd, the good reforming age 
More fond of morals taught em by the ſtage; 
(Which though they may ſome prelates hearts * 
Hit you and I, and all our modiſn ſex,) 
A vicious town and court, not half ſo ſoon 18 
Made vertuous by a ſermon as a tune; 
Whoſe melting notes the ſouls. of ſinners ſooth, 
Who fly from Gibſ--n to be ſav d by 5 
In pit or box perform their Maker will, V7 
Made ſaints by maxims taught em at quadrille: + bn 
From Rich's hands w ho abſolution take, * Js | 
Pardon d by Cibber, though condemn d by Woke! 
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10 The Woman of Taſte. 

| If building is your choice throw rules away, 
| Not a room uſeful, let em all be gay 
Spacious your colonades, your columns fair, 


That paſſengers may praiſe, and ſtrangers ſtare; 
And if the dome is high, and outſide charms, 
Ne'er mind your husband's rents, or ſpare his farms: 
Although you find the pit, when” tis too late, 
That rais'd your houſe, has buried your eſtate. 
Buy, that the gaping mob may ſtop and gaze, 
Books for their binding pictures for their blaze; 
Holber's and Woottor's, if they look but gay; 

And keep a ſpinnet, though you never play. 

All joy when Purgell, or When Blau you quote, 
Humming new airs, not miſtreſs of a note! 
Skadow the art, reality the whim, 110 f. 

Your bus neſs not to be, but only ſeem. | 
Each year withigameſters and with prudes keep lent, 
With Tony, the good Hampſhire ſquite, repent; 
Sigh witk young theirs, and with rich widows grieve, 
And pay your debts with Nd, with C.- believe; 
With city dames obſerve your nuptial vows, 10 3 ul 
And with (good/lady:M---yJlove-your:fpouſe; 
With your own husband ſeldom pleas d or gay, 
Who you both kiſs, and cuckold ina day: 
1 2 — 1 Let 


The Wiman of Taſte. 11 


j 
Let the leaſt breath of wind your health i impair, hk | 
A morning vapour, or an evening air; 125 in ebag? | 
Both heat and cold offenſive, quite undone, 1 2d} 

Or by too much, or by too little ſunnn n 


Faint and impatient under each extream, © 
Chill'd by a breeze, and roaſted with a beam 
Seldom but fix fine days in all your year; i 
Noxious the reſt --- too cloudy or too clear; 
Which peel your cheeks, or your ſoft limbs disjoint, - 
The wind ſtill blowing from ſome fev'rifh poinit 11 
Your walks not nicely mow'd, damp April ders, 
Foes to your feet, and fatal to your yy" earl 2101 
The lace no longer freſh, or ſattin fair, 
You frown; or piſh — and besten L 
For fear they ſhou'd her ſhivering miſtreſs a . 
Order'd to fetch her ne ones l- on the bill 
If cer, the debt unpaid a week; — LOS 


5 + 1 8 4 a * 8 Leal KAY 
One friend to ſee, a dearer to abuſe ; ITO 10990 PIERS 


The clouds conſulting from what point they paſs; 90 N 
Still pay your viſe by your weather. glaſo; coil w n! 
Mors wiſe, your ſelf of pleaſure ta'btreqve; 1517 111 
Than ride, before your tube will give-you'leave;'''! | 
The learned: fluid not too lo or high, © Danlilsup 0H 
Aſſure che bleſſing of a temperate ey ; +2521 lig 
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12 The Woman of Tafte. 


And the kind hand directed by the air, 

Stands nicely right at Tattle, and at Fair; 

Elſe the temptation ought to be withſtood, 

And John throw by his whip, and you your hood, 
Till with more ſafety you can drive away, 


Each ſcandal kept to pleaſe ſome other day ; 
Which though it never can be told too ſoon, 
Well cork'd in May, will brisker fly in June. 
Time to nice falſhoods never does a 'wrong, 
N othing kept freſh and ſavory. half fo long: 
It hurts your ven ſon, and it ſowrs your pye, 
But has no power to touch or taint a lye; 
Which long prelerv'd, at balls, when ladies meet, 
Tho! not in pickles kept --- yet ſtill is S] Er. 
Whate'er you do, put on a ſerious air, 
Trifles important with the modiſh fair; 
Grave be your look, and ſolemn be your face, 
And deeply ponder cer the patch you place, 
If on the brow or lip it ſhall be ſeen; 
And which the knot, the purple or the green; 
Vour tucker quill'd, fan choſe, and ruffles bought, 
With calm reflection, and with ſober thought; 
Not qualified to ſtarch your cambricks clean, 


Till free from cares, your mind is moſt ſerene: 


L {1 A Your 


The Woman of Taſte. 13 

| Your ribbons various, fit to judge aright, 

Which has moſt charms, the azure or the white ; 

By which victorious ſpots moſt lovers die. Hh | 

Thoſe on the cheek, or thoſe beneath the eye; | 

Which has moſt hearts ſubdued, or boſoms cleft, 
The little armies on the right, or left. 


Though men may ſmile, tis yet no vulgar care 
A curl to ſtation, or ad juſt a hair; | 
However buſted, in no lady's power 
To form a beauteous ringlet in an hour; 
Ofer the ſmooth forehead, with the neweſt grace; 
To guide it, where to ſhade a proper place: 
The time but ſhort, three hours each day, or four 
In the gilt glaſs, the image to adore ;_ 
Which to your heart the fulleſt tranſport gives, 
And ſhews you there the faireſt form that lives. 
Long then debate, before your hands begin 
To draw the croſs-knot, or to fix the pin: 
How great your raſhnefs, every critick knows, 
Too long or ſhort to weave the curious bows; | 
Which drawn too near, or left too far a-part, 
May, to reward your folly,” loſe a heart; 
Which half that paſſion never does expreſs, . 
For worth or vertue, as for mode and'dreſs;. , 2 
—_ D : 


14 The Noman of Taſte. 

A ſtrong deſire your chince or tiſſue breeds, 
But if you are a dowd . it ſeldom bleeds. ir 
Some may a nymph for chaſtity embrace 
But more wou'd like her for her gems and lac: 


Place worth and finery in two different ſcales, 
And love her dearly · if the W. prevails. 

If, up and dreſt, a journal you can read, 
And drink your tea by twelve, tis ok 1 
In haſte and hurry mightily improv'd, 
The diſhes clean d, and lamp by one remov'd.. 
For the next hour the task exceeding fair, 
A curl to open, or a nail to pare: | 
Your fingers active, if, with much ad. 
Your head · dreſs can be huddled on by two: —_ 
While in nice portions you divide the day, 
Ten minutes ſpar'd to comb, and one to pray; 


A few odd remnants to devotion given, 

You ſacrifice to pride, and then to heaven: 

Upon your knees extreamly hard to fall, 

When half the court is romping at a ball. 

How wou'd you ſtand the laughter and the hifs, 

To mind your prayers, and your ridotto's mi{s? 

More time at chapels than at balls to ſpend, 

Serving your God, though Cibber you offend ? 

3-4 | — When 
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The Womai of Taſte. 15 
When by devotion you your fame may loſe, ' 
Make Straff-rd ſtare, and half the court your foes ;' 
Who ne'er wou'd vote you, tainted thus with grace, 4 
Well fitted for a maid of honour's place; 
(Pious at home, devout at ſermons een, 
To dreſs a princeſs, or to ſerve a queen. 

The name of ride and ruſtick wou d you fliun, 

Avoid cheap diſhes as you wou'd a dun; 
And to be deem'd at modern feaſts genteel, 
On veal and mutton never make a meal: 
Your palate then is nice, and taſte compleat, 
When you commend, nor know what tis you wr; 
Something extreamly fine as'well as new, 
In the dear Olio, and the high Raggut ; 
W hole reliſh you applaud, and merits tell, 
Then ask a friend what tis you like ſo well i 
For oft at treats you may miſtake the fare, 
And in ſirloins diſguisd commend a hare ; 
The pot exceeding rich, beyond belief, 
The ven'ſon praiſe, when all you eat is beef: 
But if the cook has ſer yd it in diſgviſe, fav 
Of courſe it pleaſes · and you ought to pr: ] 
Its curious taſte admite, and praiſe repeat, 
And think each man clown chat does not ct: 
G1 When 


16 The Woman of Taſte. 
When ſeated at the board you take your place, 


Invited by his honour, or his grace; 

Though hungry, when you view the fone! or - fiſt, 
Seem nice, and only piddle o'er the diſh. 

The rabbits carv'd, from wings and legs refrain, 
And though half ſtarving, only beg the brain : 
The palate only chooſe, the choiceſt meat, 


When the whole carp with pleaſure you cou'd eat. 


Of all your modiſh diſhes, far the beſt, - 

Ducks from the egg, and chickens from the neſt ; 
Their flavour delicate, and taſte more fine, 
Serv'd-up at two, and hatch'd that day at nine. 1 
Young *ſparagraſs upon your table ſpent, 

From Batterſea, a guinea juſt per cent; 

On theſe, at Chriſtmas, when you ſup or dine, 
It is the price that makes the taſte ſo fine; 

Since in your larder nothing ſhou'd appear, 

But what is very ſcarce, and very dear : 

Beyond all mortals happy, cou'd you ſay, 

You taſted plumbs in April, grapes in May; 
Which both your taſte oblige; and eye inſpire, 
Swell'd by your ſtove, and ripen'd by your fire ; 
The work of nature by your gard'ner done, 
Without the help of ſummers or of ſun. 


The Woman of Taſte. 17 
To be compleatly modern, ne'er forget | | 
With half your tradeſmen to be deep'in debt ; 
Unknown before, this gives you, for an hour 
Your eloquence to ſhew, as well as power; 
At the pert woman, or the ſaucy man, 
To vent your paſſion, or to flap your fan; 


To give your ſelf a thouſand charming airs, 


Rant from your chamber, bully from your ſtairs ; 

To call your mercer wretch, your ſempſtreſs whore, ö 

Pay nothing · then bid Richard ſhut the door: | | 

Tell 'em you are the daughter of a peer, 

And when wore out, then ſay, the {ilk was dear; 

To buy the piece hy trcauliciuuo oaths betray d, | 
Cheated of half the ſum --- you never paid. 
Friends to oblige, ſome milder methods found, 
Theſe have a ſmile inſtead of fifty pound; 

You praiſe the lace; the velvet, or the ſilk, 

And with good manners your chief favourites bilk; 

eſir' d, without a penny of their pay, 

To come, and be decery'd another dap 
But if your vintner ſtill your houſe alarms, 
Rehearſe your pedigree, and ſheẽ your arms: 


The talk will ſilence half your trading fools, 


To boaſt of hatchments, ſcutcheons, bends and gules : 
14 E For 
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18 The Woman of Taſte. 
For what good reaſon elſe your title given, 
But buying ſixteen cheſts, to pay for ſeven ? 


| Inſtead of anſwering bills, your patriots quote, 
Uncles of name, and grandfathers of note; 
And ne'er produce your pocket · but your coat. 
Ruin'd each wretch, who with their betters ſtrive; 
And loſe ten guineas to recover five! 

Whatever ſprings or autumns you have told, 
Ah, ne'er betray ſuch folly --- to be old; 
Since ladies now have found a prudent way 
To bloom in years, and flouriſh in decay! 
Young miſles, at a ball or birth- night ſeen, 
Sixty as ſmobth, and verdant as fGavteen; 
Whoſe gay decline of life with beauty glows, 
As Glaſſeubury thorn in winter blows: 
The waſh, the curl, the brilliant, and the ſpot, 
The flaunting lappet, and the flaming knot, 
Studious each morn to try and to prepare, 
Had they but beauty --- none wou'd ſeem fo fair; 
Bleſt with a flippant wit, and fluent tongue, 
Nought wanting elſe but youth —- to make em young. 


To feel decays from time is then a whim ; 
If then you doddle, fancy that you ſwim: 


The Woman of Taſte. 19 

But as your looks with graces you inſpire, 
To melt ſome gentle lord with age's fire ; 
Ah, never let it enter in your head, 1 
That your child's child, laſt month, was brought to bed! 
In your own thought no colour half ſo gay, 
Or beauteous, as the grifled, or the gray; 
Planning new conqueſts with the blooming laſs, 
Your eye more keen, now murdering thro a glaſs; 
Whoſe climacteriek is a year of fire, 
Bleſſing your grandſon, while you charm your ſquire 
What tho' you want your teeth, yet conquer ſtill, 
Lions, not ladies, with ſuch arms ſhou'd kill: 
Graceful you yet may liſp, harangue with eaſe, 
And biting ne er was thought a help to pleaſe: 
How great the triumphs of an aged eye, ). 
When grand-dames-in one week both kill and die! 

Twill be of mighty uſe, if e er you wed, 
And for a bridal change a virgin bed, 
To learn the uſeful arts, and know the skill, 
To mould a husband pliant ro your will; 
How to direct, and-govern all your life, 
And yet be thought a moſt obedient wife. 

What cruel man that lives but muſt comply, 
Touch'd by: the reas ning of a mournful eye? 


Who 


0 
; 
8 
| 
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20 


All won and purchas'd with an artful eye; 


The Woman of Taſte. 
Who can reſiſt the ſuit, and ſtop eiiie 0d 
To the ſoft language of a falling tear ? | 
Or, from a woman better reaſons ſeek, 1 A 
Than thoſe ſhe utters from a penſive cheek ? 
When this for pardon asks, for favour ſues, 
The ſpouſe is-vanquiſh'd, and the dame ſubdues. 

If then, in vain you kneel, ſolicit, pray, 
Tumbling all night, and teazing all the day; 
The pouting lip, {ad look, and ſullen fan, 
Too weak to move, and melt the brutiſh man ; 
To ſooth your woe, one cordial {till you keep, 
His heart is ſoften'd - if you can but weep: 
Your praycr difdain'd, yuu vanquiſh with your grief, 
W hich gains your point, and gives your ſoul relief ; 
By a ſoft falling ſhower, and gentle groan,” 
The gem, the lace, the chariot . all your on. 
Sigh but twice more, and twice ſubdu'd, he ſpares | 
Guineas enough to buy two Flanders mares; | 
Falls on your neck, or leans upon your hreaſt, 191 
And bids you chuſe what ſilks you like the beſt; 
Each drop upon your cheek with ſadneſs ſeen, 
Coſts him a jar, a necklace, or a ſcreen; 3 20 


Which, to regain your ſmiles, he bids you * 


Which 
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Which clears all doubts, and ends all nuptial ſtrife, 
And argues better than the wiſeſt wife! 1188 

Nor is the prudence mean, or practice wrong? 
To breed and then for all you like to dong 3 12 bc b. 
Since many a ſtubborn *ſquire has loſt an heir, 
His pregnant bride refus'd a chaiſe; or chair $2780 
And forc'd to diet on a carp or roach; | 
Miſcarry'd --- gently longing for a coach — 

Whatc'er you fancy then to pleaſe your will, 
A mask a pull at picket or quadrille; 
Tell him, that fifty guineas loſt and won, 
Has often eas'd a wife, and fay'd a ſon ; 
Six trumps, and now and then a healing vole, - - 
When very ſick, made fainting ladies whole; 
Ridotto's better much than Gilead's balm, 
To ſtop a fit, or cure a marriage qualm: 


Each wife deliver'd with much greater eaſe, 
When ſhe enjoys whate'er ſhe thinks may pleaſe; 
Whoſe appetite with lamb tis hard to bilk, 4 
Wiſhing for lace, or hank'ring after ſilk; 

To buy her chickens, her weak ſtomach ſet 

On a gay velvet, or a new ſpinnet: 

| To reſcue the ſad dame from death, too late, | 

You give her partridge, and ſhe dies for plate 
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Tho? fainting at your ſoop, you might have ſoon 


Brought her to life, by offering her your ſpoon; 
By your beſt ſalver reſcu'd from the grave, 
And her, your Olio kild, your diſh might ſave ! 
If ſtill averſe to pity, and to pleaſe, 
Still have you left one art your ſpleen to eaſe ; 
Pout when he courts, his paſſion to withſtand, 
And if he fondles . turn away his hand; 
From your coy neck his buſy fingers move, 
And ſeem to hate the ſoft addreſs you love; 
His compliments deride, and offers ſlight, 
And keep him at due diſtance all the night; 
Quite vext, when willing to be kind and gay, 
He finds his Sapho turn'd the other way. 
If then reſolv d to wed, be ſure you make 


A prudent choice of ſome dear darling rake ; 
(For ſhou'd ſome formal ſaint your beauty wooe, 
He might expect you to be vertuous too ;) 

Let him love riot, gaming, and expence, 

And leave dull prudes to chuſe for wealth or ſenſe : 
Nicely experienc'd in the dance and ſong, 


Who reaſons little, and who prattles long ; 
Does once a-week his vows to heav n renew, 

A tune his colle&, and the park his pew. 
e 
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Sure to deſerve your love, and paſſion draw, 
If at the bar, he thrice has ſcapd the law; 
Firſt in the box, and foremoſt in the ring, 
A buſy, brisk, falſe, fawning === female thing. 
| Who for an hour, to ſhew his parts are clean, 
Will argue, ſwear, proteſt --- yet nothing mean; 
Sauntring all day, and dreaming all the night, 
The plume he wears leſs whiffling, gay, and light: 
In learn d antiquity you ought to boaſt 
Some little skill, to be a modern toaſt ; 
In the ſame box an Otbo and a fan, 
Patches and Cato, Brutus and Queen Am; 
A Greek all wig, a Spartan in a ruff, 
And Roman conſuls tmeer'd with Britifh ſnuff; 


Striving thoſe heads, at any rate to gain, 
| Whole faces are entire, and titles plain: 
And taught by learned moderns, never prize 


Medals that L- g- th hoards, or Fountain buys, 
At every paultry auction in the town; 

(Of theſe Cocks ſells you ten for half a crown ;) 
Whoſe value, for their roughneſs, you diſtruſt, 
Made ſmooth by time, and half devour'd with ruſt; | 
Your curious fancy more delighted with 
A Ceſar, hammer'd by a Loudon fmith; 


Which, 
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Which, with moſt criticks, very well may paſs 

For an antique, juſt cut in modern braſs ; 

Admir'd by H—e, and P----kes's learned eye, 

And if expos d to ſale, my lord will buy ; : 

Place it next Didius, in his curious cheſt, - 1 [ 

As old and good a Roman, as the beſt. 
Wou'd you a daughter ſhou'd in taſte excel, 

Firſt teach her how to dance, and then to ſpell; 

Let her be learn'd, and vertuous by degrees, 

And always uſe her feet, before her knees 

Pay leſs, her head to tutor than her heel; 

Ihe poſture more polite to ſtep than kneel ; 

"I will ſhew the girl a nymph of parts indeed, 

To learn her gamuc, if ſhe quits her creed; 

Preferring play to prayer, and wit to grace, 

For fear at court ſhe elſe may loſe a place; 

The maids all mad to turn their faſter out, 

Who ſhames their order --- and appears deyout. 

Her academy her own upper room, 


Her learn'd inſtructors choſe, a nurſe and groom, 


Whoſe genius ſoon each guardian's care rewards, 
Seen in cut paper, and in piling cards; 

Half Deard's gay ſhop upon her tawdry ſhelf, 
With babies pleas'd --- till ſhe has one her ſelf. 
If 


. 
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If fore' at home againſt your will to 51. 
Wear nothing handſom all that tedious day; 
To caſe your ſpleen appear a very wife. 
As coarſe and homely as you can for life 
* Ne'er mind what ſuit you chivoſe, your face, or ſhape, 
Dreſt i in your wrapper, or your flimſy crape; 
Your hair diſhevell d, falling fifty ways, 
Unpinn'd your tucker, and unlac'd your ſtays. 
The faſhion now begins to want excuſe, 
Before a husband to be clean and ſpruce ; 
Neatneſs not found amongſt your wedding vows, 
For who e'er dreſſes now to pleaſe a ſpoiiſe ? 
Tho! clad in tiſſues, when your lovers wooe, 
After dull wedlock --- Norwich ſtuffs will do. | 
But when the knocker gives the ſweet alarm, Y 
Up ſtairs you fly, to comb, to dreſs, and charm; 
The casket there unlocking, out you bring | 
The ſhining croflet, and the ſparkling ring ; 
The richeſt brilliant in your box that lies, 
To deck the hair, with darts to arm your eyes ; 
To meet your colonel, ſwiming down your ſtairs, 
With all your faireſt looks and ſofteſt airs ; 
Which, when your ſpouſe comes home, are laid aſide, 
A lovely miſtreſs, and a homely bride —— 
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Tho' much already, to improve your mind, | 
The muſe has ſaid, yet more is ſtill behind "I 
Scarce long enough, two letters wrote in haſte, - 
To mend your morals, and enrich your taſte ; vs 1 
5 ; , # » 
Your genius to inſpire, and parts refine, . - 42 „ 
; ; * + * 
And teach you in a court to pleaſe and ſhine. + k 
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